A     LONDON    YEAR

Impossible ! He feels himself giving way, and
becomes technical in a last effort to save himself,
talking of transport and the cost of labour.

There is a soft, appealing look from a pair of Irish
eyes ; two grey, enchanted eyes.

* Oh, but think of our children in the hospital !'
He gives in !

* Three nice ones they are, Bill! * he shouts as the
nurses go away festooned like three ancient priest-
esses.    c I shall soon be broke at this rate.   If any
more come along you can have 'em !3

In the market proper, sleuths from big hotels rub
shoulders with men from barrows.   The sleuths,
perhaps, want peaches for some expensive pale lady ;
the men want boxes of dates to wheel through ,
London.

Wholesale men go off with quantities of fruit that
will find its way to the tables of millions of Londoners.
Forlorn-looking trees are bought by the hundred,
soon to be tricked out in a little brief beauty.

Turning a corner you meet a nun. She is carrying
a basket in which dealers have dropped offerings.
She is quite appropriate, this grave black and white
sister, in a place that used to be Convent Garden.

You look round at the clamour and the congestion.
Two carters are quarrelling over a right of way.
It is strange to know that once salads were cut here
for the table of the Abbot of Westminster. It is
difficult to picture men stooping over the beds in a
quiet garden with Charing Gross a suburb and Lon-
don far away on Ludgate Hill !

Strange, too, to realize that in all the change and
flux of time the convent garden has not forgotten
fruit and green things and flowers.
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